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the town hooting vigorously while my driver kept up a

stream of talk in three languages.

" I practise speaking, comprenez ? Yimpkin le motor
stops, je suis mechanique."

"What's your name? "

" Farid. I am thirty-six years old. Look ! Is that
man figging French ? If he is figging French he is not
allowed out alone and I shoot him. My name is Farid.
I will tell you politics. I know politics. I have ears, I
can hear. I have eyes, I can see. Germany swallows
first Rhineland then Austria then Czechoslovakia. In
England, sleep. Russiya now swallows Finland,
Poland, Rumania and you will see Iran. In England,
sleep/'

He hooted vigorously as we screeched round a corner.

" Mr. President Roosevelt, during the war, promised
liberty to all peoples. The war is finished, but where is
the liberty? "

We swerved to avoid a cart. ft Now I will tell you
more politics."

"No," I said. "I'm tired of politics. Tell me
about yourself."

" I am married nine years.   I have seven children."

'' How old is your wife ? ''

" She is twenty-five.   She is very fond of me."

We stopped at Tripoli for coffee in a cafe shaded by
tall trees. As we got into the car again, he took his
scarf and wrapped it round his head so that only his
eyes showed.

"Laish?"

" I have a girl on this road."

"But why ...   ?"

" I knew her before I married."

" I see."   But I didn't, quite.